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Beautiful and Brave 
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Summary 


"Why am I alone? Why am I alone?" 


It's some of Crawly's own words, the ones that he tries to choke down, but it's not his voice. It 
doesn't sound human - it sounds like a dragon, lonely and afraid. 


Cast out from his family, Crawly has never fitted in at Southern Weyr either. So he keeps his 
head down and makes himself useful and answers to a name that doesn't fit him, until he 
hears someone almost as lost as he is calling for help. 


A Dragonriders of Pern fusion. 


Notes 


I've been talking about a Dragonriders of Pern fusion for a while, and it's currently approx 
100,000 words, only needs a couple more chapters. This is a prologue, approx 15 years 
before the main story, which I started writing for Do It With Style Book AU event and didn't 
finish in time, but I wanted to post it as I'm trying to clear the decks and finish the long one 
without distractions! 


All you really need to know Pern wise is that dragons are genetically modified animals which 
fly, breathe fire and bond to one human for life. The riders use them to fight a parasitic 
lifeform called Thread, which burns and destroys anything it touches, so riders are basically 
soldiers when Thread is falling on the planet. The dragons are telepathic, can teleport through 
a place called 'between' and can, at great risk, travel in time. 


Dragons 'Impress' their riders according to sex; the books were written in the 60s and 70s and 
have a very limited approach to gender and sexuality which is one of my main reasons for 
writing this. I love the books but according to them, someone like me or Crowley couldn't 
impress a dragon because of our gender. So, I fixed it! 


Gold and green dragons are female, bronze, brown and blue are male. Queens and Bronzes 
are the leaders. There are occasional dragons born other colours. Weyrs are the places where 
dragons and riders live. 


THERE IS A LOT OF PREJUDICE IN THIS STORY, INCLUDING SLURS. I headcanon 
Crowley as genderfluid in it, but he's not got the words to explain how he feels or anyone to 
talk to about it, all he knows is he doesn't fit in his world. 


It's raining and Crawly is hungry. The lower caverns of Southern Weyr are mostly empty with 
everyone outside getting ready for the Hatching; he can hear the distant cheers and shouts as 
people and dragons arrive. 


It's almost pleasant to be alone for once, a gangly red haired ghost moving through the rock 
walled passages and gathering items for mending as he went. Most of the Riders have left 
their kit outside for him to collect. If he can focus enough on the bundles of straps and 
harnesses, he can pretend he's content thinking about his next few tasks. 


He's had most of a lifetime to get good at pretending, after all. Can do it without thinking 
sometimes, easy as breathing. There's even days when it doesn't hurt. 


Not today, not with the memories being raked over by everyone else celebrating. 


Crawly stares at a belly strap that's come unstitched. Tries to fool himself into finding it a 
distraction as he wanders down to the next room. Tosses that lot into a bag on his back. 


He'd stood as a Candidate a few times when he'd first arrived. Never for the bronze eggs of 
course, and it had come to an end soon enough when none of the hatchlings had so much as 
glanced at him. He'd heard other disappointed candidates being told 'it doesn't mean there's 
anything wrong with you, just that the dragon for you hasn't been born yet,' and accepted it 
for himself although he hadn't been allowed to attend any of the debriefings the others had 
had. 


And gradually they'd started scheduling him for kitchen duties or trips away when Hatchings 
were due, and he'd eventually got the message. Wasn't part of his family any more. Wasn't to 
be a rider. Wasn't good enough to fit in at anything they'd tried to make him. 


There's a crack in the walls that gives a decent view across the Sands. He drops the latest lot 
of harnesses on the floor and stands a while, trying to put names to faces all dressed in 
identical white shirts for the occasion. He can't tell any of them apart. It doesn't hurt. 


The Queen circles the clutch, each taloned foot throwing clods of sand towards the waiting 
Candidates. Occasionally, one, braver or more desperate than the others, tries to move closer 
and she whirls, teeth and wings flashing. The rain glistens across her skin, making her shine 
like a sunrise. 


He's always felt sorry for the Queens on days like this; torn between protecting their eggs and 
letting them move on into their new lives, safe with humans. Torn between the two. 


Not that it matters. The Queens get as much say in their lives, in the lives of their offspring as 
he gets in his. Crawly leans against the wall, watches another tornado of sand get whirled up 
by her lunging. 


He's hungry. 


Crawly frowns, rubbing a hand across his stomach. He's never been much of a one for eating 
anyway, but he distinctly remembers eating eggs and toast this morning. Slightly over cooked 


and greasy but food; he should be fine. 


Outside, the dragons have broken into their soft warbling hum to welcome the Hatching. The 
humans have quietened down and stopped milling so much; he can see more of the Sands 
now without everyone wandering around. 


Samerenth, great and golden, stepping back from her eggs now although still hissing 
disapproval at this inevitable happening. A mound of 13 eggs, some bronze or brown for the 
dragonets inside and the rest a soft cream; he knows they'll be marked and splotched but he 
hasn't been able to see any of this clutch up close. Maybe thirty candidates, all younger than 
him, all male. A great gaggle of people on the stands, all dressed in their finery and around 
them, all the dragons of Southern Weyr crooning a welcome. 


Crawly can almost understand their words - he's only spoken with a dragon once, a staid old 
blue who had come to his family's Hold when he was a child and said You're different, you 
would make a good rider - but he's heard kindness enough in dreams to believe this is what it 
would sound like. 


You are welcome here. We are glad to meet you. We love you. 


Fuck's sake. He dashes a hand against his eyes, rubbing away the threat of tears, and turns 
his back on the sight. He's too old, too different and it's fine. He'll leave them in peace to get 
on with the Hatching and go and eat something, and then take the mending down to the 
workshop and start. 


The harnesses smell of leather and dragonhide. He stares at the fraying stitching and scuffed 
edges as though it's enough to take his mind off of everything. 


A cheer goes up; he moves away before he can see the first dragonet struggle to its feet and 
surge forward to find a rider. 


It's fine. He could never have been a rider, he's known that for years. Dragons are fussy when 
it comes to choosing their life-mates, after all. 


This passage is one of the deeper ones. The air is cool against his skin, cool on his face when 
he rubs the frustrated tears away as he walks off. There's another few rounds of cheering that 
haunt him. Maybe next year, he'll finally be too old and it'll stop stinging, maybe his stupid 
fucked up brain will stop thinking about it as even the remotest possibility and everything 
will be alright. It'll stop hurting. 


Enough of that. 


He folds the leather harness up, trying to focus on it. If he looks at it closely enough, there 
might be the remains of his apprentice stamps on some of it, before they'd decided he was too 
old for an apprentice and not experienced enough for a journeyman and no... 


Crawly wrenches his thoughts away from that and the Hatching. Tries to ignore everything 
except the sand cold under his shoes, and the oppressive weight of the rock above him. He'll 
do the work here maybe; go and get his tools and settle down here. Undisturbed, unnoticed. 


Unwanted. 


No, he's hungry. Too hungry to think about the others meeting their dragons, the others being 
praised and congratulated and meeting their soul mate, knowing they'll never be alone again. 
He'll go and find something to eat, bugger the harness. Everyone else will be drunk and 
celebrating tonight, what does it matter if he doesn't work for once? 


He'd only been looking for something to keep his mind quiet with it, after all. 


He forces himself to walk off, trailing his fingers along the softened edges of the rock. It 
feels real in the way a lot of the world doesn't right now. 


Where are you? 


Crowley blinks, looks around the storage room he's walking through. There's a cat glaring 
down at him from a dresser, and nothing else aside from the drifts of stored winter 
vegetables. Certainly no-one to call him like that. 


Where are you? 
Why am I alone? Why am I alone? 


It's some of his own words, the ones that he tries to choke down, but it's not his voice. It 
doesn't sound human - 


Crowley runs. 


Gasps a breath and runs some more. Drops the harnesses. Runs out into the clammy heat of a 
Southern day and the excitement-fear-longing-wishing of a Hatching, and the dragon's voice 
is in his head, echoing and pleading and there's a boy standing in the woods asking the same 
thing and a man sitting awake at night asking the same thing Why don't you want me? What's 
wrong with me? and he can't bear to hear those words from someone else, so he runs, runs 
like a life depends on it - and. 


And. 
And. 
His mind stutters. 


There's a dragonet standing on wobbly legs, wings still slippery with membrane from the egg 
and long neck wavering as it tries to lift a too heavy head to look around. 


It's black. 
Midnight black, space black. Impossible. 


The other candidates have backed away. The Werylingmaster Beelz is standing in front of 
them, trying to direct their attention back to the other eggs. 


The black dragon half raises a wing. Stumbles away from the fragments of shell and looks at 
the crowd and Crawly hears its voice, spring-water clear. 


Why don't you want me? What's wrong with me? 


Crawly falls in that instant. Falls into the spinning lights of its eyes, and the click of a mind 
brushing against his, knowing him and accepting him. 


Nothing's wrong with you. You're perfect. 
My name is Benleth, she says. 


My name is...Crowley, he replies, and she stares up at him, eyes whirling all the colours of the 
rainbow. 


He touches her for the first time and it feels like touching himself, the gentle pressure along 
her eye ridges relaxing and grounding him as well. 


We are together. He's not sure which of them says that. 
We are together. 


Another three eggs hatch, another three new riders impress. There's cheers and celebrations; 
boys and young men leading their new partners across to the stands where family members 
rush down to greet them. Crawly - Crowley - Fuck it, riders are allowed to change their 
names, it's the rules, right? - stands alongside Benleth and watches them. 


Do you want to speak to anyone? Benleth asks. 


He laughs. It's a parody of a sound, harsh and barking, but he can't remember the last time he 
laughed. 


The tiny dragon noses against him and he loves her, fiercely and completely, and utterly 
terrified at her trust. 


Only you. 


Iam very hungry, she informs him a moment later, and that's fine, he can deal with that. He 
starts walking, a hand resting on her side. The Werylingmaster is ushering everyone away 
anyway, it's all over. 


We are getting food? 


I'm getting food for you, love, and oh it feels right to use that word, the one he's never had a 
need for before. 


She flicks her wings out in joy, an ink black scribble against the sands and she's the most 
beautiful thing he's ever seen. 


"What the fuck is that?’ someone yells and Crawly flinches; he's heard that tone enough over 
the years to know it's never good news, never a good outcome for him, but Benleth quakes as 
well, takes wobbling footsteps to hide behind his legs and oh, he hasn't allowed himself to 
feel anger for so long that he's almost forgotten the sour taste of it but... 


"Her name is Benleth,. he states. 


The tiny head bumps against the back of his knees, and he tries to reach a hand down to her, 
reassure her but that would involve bending and he doesn't dare. 


'That's a fucking freak,' someone else yells out and he hears ‘just like her rider’ in the long 
silence that follows, and the sudden waves of determined chatter as a few of the other riders 
try to distance themselves. No-one says anything. 


The pair of them walk to the feeding station on their own, the crowds dropping back or 
moving away from them. 


I'm sorry, Benleth tells him. They're angry with me. 
No, they're not. You deserved a better rider, that's all. They hate me. 
Can I have something to eat, please? 


Carefully! No, carefully, I said! Crawly sinks to his knees as his dragon dives into the meat 
trough again and takes the rib from her mouth. Here, little pieces. Chew it. 


She snatches from his fingers, ravenous. Eats and eats, telling him a garbled story of how 
long she'd been in the egg, empty and lonely, slowly growing away from her mother and how 
she'd been so hungry all day today and how she'd been so lost, so lonely for those few 
minutes when she'd been standing on the sands and no-one had wanted her. 


I found you. She sounds smug; he hadn't realised dragons could be smug. J found you. 
Crawly stretches out a gore streaked hand and rubs her jaw. /'m glad you did. 

Why do you keep doing that? 

What? 

Thinking about yourself differently. Your name is Crowley. 


I want my name to be Crowley. It's...He can't think how to explain that he's worn several 
names over his 24 years anyway. Riders are allowed to change their names but there's rules 
and he's probably broken them already without knowing what they are, so...It had been a 
stupid thought, born of a moment's joy. 


I like Crowley. More meat? Hungry. 


He feeds her until she's sated, then leads her away to the side while the others finish. Tries to 
pretend to himself, and most importantly to Benleth, that their silence doesn't sting. 


The Weyrlingmaster comes at last. Beelz passes slowly down the line of sleepy dragonets and 
smiling riders, issuing orders to one pair at a time. 


Crawly gathers himself to stand straight. He'll have to cut his hair; riders aren't allowed long 
hair. He'll have to go and get his belongings, such as they are, take them over to the Weyrling 
Barracks. Maybe he can get Benleth settled and do it all now, before it gets dark and he has to 
stumble around trying to move all the harness out of his room while he's tired. 


Maybe someone will help him. 

He smiles. Benleth tries to straighten her wings again. 
The Werylingmaster looks at them. 

Walks past. 

I'm sorry you got me. 

It's my fault. 


Crawly takes her to one of the workrooms, makes her a bed on one of the wooden tables 
there. She'd prefer bare rock but there isn't enough floor space for her to lie down. He runs 
back and gets his blankets, detours through the kitchens to get some bread and cheese. 


They're preparing for the Celebration Feast. He can't work out if they want him to attend or 
not; it seems like either option will probably get him in trouble. So he settles next to his 
sleeping dragon - she stirs enough to say full in a delighted tone of voice - and watches over 
her. Studies how her muzzle shades down to gold, and her flanks edge into bronze, and how 
she is utterly perfect; a dream or a painting of a dragon from the oldest stories. 


He will look after her and keep her safe until they can fly together and then she can protect 
him. That, at least, Crowley - not of Southern Weyr, not of his family, not of anywhere really 
except Benleth's heart - can do. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


